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From India 

The winds are dancing in the forest-temple, 
And swooning at the holy feet of Night. 
Hush! in the silence mystic voices sing 
And make the gods their incense-offering. 

Mrs. Naidu has made in The Golden Threshold a really 

valuable contribution, not only to our understanding of the 

modern Hindu heart, but to the annals of the English lyric. 

E. T. 

FROM CANADA 

Lundy's Lane and Other Poems, by Duncan Campbell Scott. 

George H. Doran Co. 

In a book of conventional verse, beginning with a futile 
ballad, one meets now and then a mood of high austerity, 
fitly expressed. There would seem to be hidden somewhere, 
in this Canadian of the Scottish names, a poet capable of 
deep communion with nature — a fact which makes us regret 
all the more the lumbering and cumbersone imitations of 
Victorian imitations, and the tiresome banalities and trivial- 
ities, which usually content him. 

Among the best poems are New Year's Night, iqi6, An 
Impromptu, parts of Spring on Mattagami, and this Night, 
which suggests ancient impenetrable silences: 

The night is old, and all the world 

Is wearied out with strife; 
A long gray mist lies heavy and wan 

Above the house of life. 

Four stars burn up and are unquelled 

By the low, shrunken moon; 
Her spirit draws her down and down — 

She shall be buried soon. 

[49] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

There is a sound that is no sound, 
Yet fine it falls and clear, 

The whisper of the spinning earth 
To the tranced atmosphere. 

An odor lives where once was air, 
A strange, unearthly scent, 

From the burning of the four great stars 
Within the firmament. 

The universe, deathless and old, 
Breathes, yet is void of breath: 

As still as death that seems to move 
And yet is still as death. 



H.M. 



OUR CONTEMPORARIES 

LA VOCE AND ITS POETS 

If Italy is producing any successors to Carducci, D'An- 
rtunzio and Pascoli, the most promising place to look for 
them is in the pages of La Voce, a semi-monthly review pub- 
lished in Florence. 

Few competent critics would deny to Aldo Palazzeschi and 
Corrado Govoni their place in the first rank of Italian littera- 
teurs of to-day ; many would rate them the two best contem- 
porary poets of their country. Both are regular contributors 
to La Voce, and the neighbors they find in its pages — such 
men as Sbarbaro, Papini, Benedetti, Onofri, Di Giacomo, 
Soffici, Luciani and Bastianelli — are of a quality to urge 
them on to always finer production. A writer of somewhat 
less reputation perhaps than Palazzeschi and Govoni, but one 
who has done work of very unusual merit, is Piero Jahier. 
Such men, supported by the prose writers, philosophers and 
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